The Boy Who. Ousned the Forest 
30883 


This story is basically about Focus. Something I'm not very good at. I 
ahvays think if I just focus on my writing, I'll be able ıo accomplish more, 
but there are always so many other things I'm thinking about or involved in, 
such as dancing oF thinking about going back to school and looking for a 
better job and things like that. It would be wonderful if I could focus on one 
thing and do it and do it good. 


She Mace 
39683 


The theme of this story is finding where you fit into the world. And 
sometimes it's not a place that makes you feel at home, bul a person. 

Reading this over now, I wonder where all this bizarreness comes 
from. Many parts are rooted in my real life experiences. The comstalks by 
the paved path by the train tracks exist: J rode by them on my bike once and 
knew I wanted 10 write a story about it, about going into the cornstalks. And 
I wrote this shorily after I came back from a trip 10 England. where I went to 
castles, and one particular castle had a linie hedge maze behind it. Before 
we toured the castle, we ate some scones. While a lot of things in all of my 
stories come from real life experiences and real places. there are also all the 
other parts thai leave me wondering, such as tears turning to eggshells, 
turning into a puzzle, that creates a magic egg that a bird flies out of (the 
same type of bird I saw while on a cruise when I was 17, they were elegant 
and had forked tails, but they were black instead of white). It’s all of those 
weird, unnatural things that simultaneously amaze and confuse me when I 
go back and read stories I wrote years ago. 


Summer 
39844 


This was originally written for my high school writer's craft class. 
The assignment was to write about a person who embodied a season. 
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The Piana that Swan 
39845 


Many people read ıhis story and then tell me they don't get It. But 
really. there isn't anything to gel. It’s just a story. Usually my stories come 
from some sort of theme, ‘such as I want to write abon focusing on just one 
thing, or I want io write about leiting go even though you don T want to, or I 
want to write about how when you're little certain things can seem 30 
magical and when you go back years later they no longer hold the same 
power over you. But this story, ‚just sort of came out of nowhere and it 
docsn I reali; have any sort of theme. It ‘makes me feel creepy and chilly and 
haunted whenever I read it. But if you spend a night in my bedroom at my 
parents” house you'll hear the train whistle, and if you go ov! in the halt 
you Il see the piano with the ‘moustache, and if walk down the block a bit, 
you'll come to the river. When one of my brothers read the story, he knew It 
was exactly our house and. neighbourhood that tt took place în. 

There is a deeper story though, that I don't really illustrate but I know 
it's there, like in The Winter of the River. Basically. in this story the mother 
died because she committed suicide. The piano mourns the loss of the 
mother and during the part where the girl is. pleading with lı, saying. 
"Piano, don't do this! Don i leave Hke mother!" in îs because the plano is 
trying to drown irself. I don't really feel the reader needs 10 know all these 
detalis and I also don't mind If people interpret the stories differently then 
how I see them, so I don't iry to spell out all these details to the reader. 


She Abandoned Schoot 
39887 


This story is about when you ‘re younger you have such big imaginary 
worlds, and when you rerum to them whan you're older everything seems 
smaller and less magical. and an old school is no longer a castle, but just 
an old school. The setting for this story actually takes place ai an old 
abandoned grade school I came across on Halloween night in Fredericton, 2 
New Brunswick when I wos 20 and I didn't write cıboui it until about a year 
laser when ] was living in Toronto. 
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The Woods the Wadd Forget 

This is from a one-shot zine of the same name made in May 2003. it's not 
part of 398, but it's a non-fiction piece about she river near my house, which 
is a popular character in my 398 stories. so J ıhought I would include it, 


Last summer my dad told me about the bridge behind the new houses 
« the Victorian style homes built in the field were we used to shoot rockets 
with him and my brothers. I had two rockets: a pastel pink and purple one 
my oldest brother made for me, and one called The Gnome that I made from 
a kit · it was red, white and green. 

My pink and purple rocket once landed in the river at the back of the 
field and a big scary dog retrieved it and chewed it up. It was a very scary 
dog. 

A childhood friend and I used to go to the river and pick reeds that 
were tall enough to tickle the street lights on the walk home through 
suburbia But once when we were playing down by the river we were chased 
by a group of boys with snakes and another time we were chased by boys 
with bows and arrows, ‘After Halloween my dad used to take my brothers 
and me to shoot arrows at the rotting Jack O” Lanterns. 

I went to see the bridge my dad told me about. Behind the bridge was 
a gravet trail that was pleasant to walk on. While my friend and | were 
studying for our final high school exams we took a break to visit the bridge. 

Later got a camera and would often take it there and take pictures of 
the flowers and plants and trees and river and bridge. Sonte times I used itas 
an escape, like when it just got too crowded and crazy at my house al 
Thanksgiving I went out and took pictures by the river. 

In April I took up jogging. Actually, I do more walking then jogging, 
but I get to visit the woods and the river every moming. Usually å cross at 
the stepping stones, not the bridge, but it has rained 4 lot lately, so much so 
that you couldn't even see the stones I used to cross over. 

Today I've come to the river to take pictures and explore and to write. 
vm sitting on the bank of the river writing this, but I think Pd like to type it 
up since my writing is kind of messy, and also add some pictures to it. 

I've seen some amazing things today, I just saw a bright sed lady bug 
hover down to a leaf. And just before thes a blue jay came zooming down, 
yelling about something and then flew along the surface of the river. Just as 
åt rounded the bend and was out of sight, another blue jay followed and did 
the exact same thing, except this one was silent. 
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I was thinking about canoeing down the river, probably with my dad. 
id it before with my brothers. But today I noticed some parts are really 
shallow, you'd have to go after it rains a lot. 

In the winter it totally freezes over and I skated along it in my boots. 
It’s really neat because the river bank is about six or seven feet of slope from 
the proper wail so you're in a valley surrounded my trees laden with snow. I 
drew pictures in the fluffy snow that had fallen on the ice. 

Today I saw a few rabbits, brown wilh white cotton tails, just like 
Peter Rabbit. I also walked into a sticky spider web. Right now I can feel the 
mud of the river bank soaking into my jeans, but it’s okay because they're 
not a good pair. My feet are desiecpifying ~ I had been sitting cross legged. 

I feel like 1 should go home, even though I don’t have to go 10 work 
for another two hours. And I feel Nike I'm not doing my sanctuary justice in 
this mini zine, I can't find the words to describe it properly. Most people 
wouldn't understand if they came to see for themselves, what with the 
expressway running overhead near the stepping stones and the airplanes 
coming in to land at the nearby airport and the fitness centre right next door 
and to the other side there’s a row of Victonan houses and soon there'll be 
apartment buildings in what’s left of the rocket field. Yesterday, while on 
my jog, I was thinking it's a strange little patch of nature surrounded by the 
outside world: the woods the world forgot. 

A robin just flew over head and has now landed on a nearby branch 
and is singing a pretty song. This is the closest thing I have to real nature in 
a world thet’s going concrete so I don't caro if others think it’s silly to love 
this dirty little river so much. 
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| Intenden Ey Adam Christian Roberts July 2005 

| [was contacted by Adam Christian Robertson because he was working On a 

| project for school aboni zines and he wanted to interview a few zinesters. I 
said surs, and here is the interview. I ıhought it might be interesting to 


include it in here. 


1. When did you first start wnting zines? 


| 1 first started writing zines in summer 2002. 
2. What was your inspiration to publish the first 3987 


I've ahrays wanted to be a writer, and making my own zine gave me a 
chance ıo publish my writing. I ‘also really enjoy planning how the zine is 
going to look I really like fairy tales, especially hose of Hams Christian 
Andersen and Oscar Wilde. Oflen stories like this don't get taken too 
seriously and are thougat of as kid's stories, so there isn't really anywhere 
else I could publish my own fairy tale-like stories bıı in my zine. 


3. What are some of your favorite zinestif any)? 


One of my favourite perzines/iravel zines is Escaping Suburbia, by Jen 

Pilles. I also like Vanessa Berry's litzines and I recently read a litzine called 

Giantess by Candace Margaret that I really liked. Smelling Trees is another 

Interesting litrine, by Sinoun. There are probably others I'm forgetting to e 
mension. 


4. You have a great writing style. Have you thought about expanding to 
other writing formats? Do you feel you will be publishing zines throughout 
your life? 


Like I sald before, I ve always wanted ıo be an author. I'd like 10 eventually 
become a published author of young adult fantasy books and general young 
adult fiction too, I've written shows for the dance theatre group Em with bur 
we haven't finished any of them yet. Jm nor sure if di be publishing zines 
mroughoul my life, hut I'm sure FR continue 10 read ıhem. 
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5. I saw that you had put out a couple of other zines such as "Whats a 
Zine?” and "The Woods the World Forgot". Are there any other zine 
projects you have on the burner? 


Fm currently working on a compilation zine of excerpts from published 
perzines that's supposed to be done in August 2005. Im noi sure if that’s 
going to be o one time thing or if there is going 10 be more issues after it. 
Im trying to write the next issue of 398 but lately I've been working on book 
stuffand theatre stuff "and not so much zine stuff. I also have ideas for a few 
other zines, mostly themed perzines. 


6. Do you have any advice for someone who is trying to write a zine for the 
first time? 


Just to write about something you like and would like 10 read a zine about. 
Sometimes it takes a few tries to figure that out. When I'm making my zine I 
think about whether I'd be happy to receive my own zine in the mail. 


1. Tin trying to think of how to word this question here... How big of a deal is 
398 in yous life? Is it a sort of hobby you tinker with, ar does it take up more 
of your free time than the average hobby would (whatever that would be, 
stamp callecting no doubt)? 


Most of the time I don’t plan to write a story. F just kind of wait around stil 
one comes. After that I spend time fixing iı up. When I feel 1 have enough for 

am issue of 398 I plan how I want åt to look and all that: printing, punting it 
together. sending Ii to distros, etc. But I only make about nro issues å year 

so I guess it's not very time consuming. As for how big of a deqî it is in my r 
Ufa... Well, 398 ofien ‘motivates me 10 write. Before zines there wasn much 

ofa point to write my file stories because no one ever saw them, and I j 
didn't think I was very good either. It's encouraging to keep writing when] | 
hear from people like you who say they enjoy what I dø, since most of the 
time I think I'm no good. Also, because of zines I do a lot more non-fiction 
writing that I never would have done. Most of it isn't published, bur I 8110 
enjoy it and maybe someday I will be. Generally, zines have had a very big 
positive impact on my life, and not just in the writing scheme of things, but 
also emotionally since I was going through a particularly dark time in my 
life just before I discovered zines. 
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8. How would one go about getting the first few issues of 3987 


Well... i don't like the very first one so I don't make anymore of those. But 
she covers were neat; they were made out of x-ray film. I also don't like 
some of the others, but I was planning on making more of =3 and =$ (and 
maybe *2) once I have enough exira money to print them, but first I have 10 
print the compilation: perzine. I have alist of disiros on my website who 
carry 398, and it's listed which issues they have (some have old ones). Some 
of the ones I dom like J do like parts of so sometime in the future I plan om 
doing an issue of 398 with all my favourite parts of previous issues, and 
maybe with little explanations ofiwhere the stories came. from 100. 


Update: al! my available zines can be found at my shop 
petitspoissons ei com 
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